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The lean doctor stood by the side of the bed.

"How long has the drain tube been out? "

" Six days now," Sister said in her cold, hard voice.

" Let's have a look at it."

Sister began to unwind the bandage so quickly that I
stiffened in expectation of pain. But she seemed to
know by instinct when the bandage would have stuck
to the wound, and she made the last few turns with
gentleness. I felt guilty for the sickly sweet smell which
now filled the ward.

" Try to do this/' said the doctor as he clenched his
hand and slowly opened it again, spreading wide his
fingers which were spatulate and stained from smoking.

I made an effort of will and watched my fingers begin
slowly to open from my clenched left hand until they
would stretch no more, but stayed half-open like
trembling claws.

"Once more."

During the heat of noon we were allowed to take off
our pyjama tops, and I could see sweat trickling down
my flanks.

" We had to cut quite deep, but you'll be all right.
How's the head?"

" Better, thank you, sir."

" Any more nightmares ? "

"Not many, sir."

Even as he spoke, his interest, intense like a ray of
light, had been switched away from me. Already he
was looking at the Australian in the next bed.

Sister covered the wound.
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